
ring!

ring!

ring!

ring!

nng...

ring!

mmm--hello...?

...hi, rima...
g’morning...

honey?

you’re not
up yet?

mmm...no,
not yet...

didja leave
something

or...?

dave--

planes have hit
the world 

trade center.

the pentagon’s
been hit, too.



september eleventh,
two-thousand one.

i’m in 
washington, d.c.--

the corner of
37th and tunlaw.

i’m in the 
georgetown university 

english master’s program.

i’m in a 5-mile radius 
from the pentagon-- 

3 miles from the white house.

i’m in horror.
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katie couric, tom brokaw, 
and matt lauer 
fill my ears.

--reporting that two
planes have struck

the world trade
center buildings

in new york--

--the pentagon, struck 
by what seems to be a

plane as well--

--entire financial 
district. trading has

been suspended--

when i was living in
fenway, i used to watch

the today show 
every morning.

i somehow doubt
i’ll be seeing al roker

this morning.

--the most horrible
strike on american

soil, outside of
pearl harbor, since
the war of 1812--

it’s like...
something out

of a movie.

--oklahoma city or
world trade center

bombing--

something i would watch
at the theaters back in

framingham or at the copley.

--may also be
hijacked flights--

--american flight
to l.a. originating

from boston--

home.



thank god.

i couldn’t get through
to dad on his cell.  
he flew to alabama

yesterday for a 
presentation...

but i still worry.

i call mom at work--
she says everything’s
fine, but parents from
all over are calling
the school to check 

on their kids.

i ask if we knew
anyone on the

flight.

i call work to see if
the university’s been
closed.  karin says
that the admissions

office is still running
like normal.

then, like an ungodly
domino, the second
tower of the world

trade center
collapsed--

10:28 am, 
september 11th, 2001.

we watched it...live.
fiendishly ironic, really,
since the destruction
had everything to do
with the loss of life.

karin calls to say that 
the university is 
shutting down in

an hour.
i have been to new york
four times in my life. did
broadway, ellis island, 
the statue of liberty...

never did the twin towers.

i call rima, asking her to
come over. we moved her
out of crystal city just

two weeks ago--
now she’s down the

street from me.



my landlord shuffles
around busily upstairs.

louis?

he works for cbc radio-canada, 
so i feel slightly ridiculous asking:

louis, did 
you hear

the news..?

yes. yes,
david, i am

impressed by dan
rather, avoiding
sensationalism--

oui, 
je suis ici.

he’s being called in.
it’s an international

incident.

the world bank summit
was going to happen
in three weeks. the

international comic arts
festival was going to 
happen on thursday.

the car bomb 
report at the 

state department 
was bogus.

*#%&-
i still can’t
get through.

now all bets
are off.

sorry.  i’m just
worried about my friends in
new york.  they work in the

financial district.

i reassure her 
that they’re 

probably fine. the
television doesn’t

offer us much
support, though.

we’ve been 
hijacked into a

new world. a world
under siege.

rima was raised in 
saudi arabia. she lived

there during the 
gulf war. i ask her if

this is what it felt like.

...no. 
your windows aren’t
rattling. there aren’t

missiles flying 
overhead.

war 
is worse.

excuse
me.



it’s chaos. 
even the “law of threes”

is broken--

things continue to get crazy.
the networks lose connection

after connection to their 
on-the-scene reporters. 

bush is diverted away from 
d.c., sent to louisiana. 

museums, monuments, and
schools are all closed
throughout the district.

a fourth hijacked plane
crashlands in somerset
county, pennsylvania.

hello?

mat? it’s
dave.

dave. hi.
you’ve--

you’ve heard,
yeah?

yeah, man... 
i was five minutes
from calling you. i
spoke with josh.

they’re sending him
home from work. i

tried reaching some 
people in new york.
cells are no good,
but i got t0 eric
uptown. he says
they’re pretty
unaffected.

are you
guys, 

y’know, 
okay?

this, though...america’s going to
go nuts. to get hit like this--at
home, in two places. everyone’s
going to want to go after these

guys.

nah. don’t think
i could get

there even if i
wanted. streets

are jammed. 
i’m making a 

few more calls 
and... i dunno, 
grabbing my

cell and 
heading for

central virginia.

rima and i are sticking
together. she’s already

headed back to her place.
--wanted to be there in

case a.u. sends her 
roommate home early.

i’m following 
in a couple of 
minutes. our

places are pretty
high up. i think
we’ll be fine.

what’re you
going to do?

i’m lying, but i don’t want 
to sound panicky. 

but all i can think is:

“i live in washington, d.c. 
this is where they’ll strike.”

you bet, man. 
i’ll talk to 
you soon.

just...tell everyone we’re
fine. and stay in touch, okay?

yeah,
okay.

bye.

“this is where
they’ll strike.”

Pittsburg

PENNSYLVANIA

Philadelphia*

yeah...
yeah...

do you want
to come out
here or..?

ring!
ring!



i’m 23. and thanks to a
gastro-intestinal 

condition, i’ll never serve
in the military.  my g.i. will

keep me from being 
drafted as a g.i.

but that’s where
my thoughts go:

to a draft.
to a war.

more data 
rolls in.

they find suspicious
packages at national

airport. links to muslim
extremist osama bin

laden are forged. all
four planes are 

confirmed as hijacked.

two from boston,
from home.

for a while, there were a couple 
of planes still unaccounted for by
the airlines. people worried that
another strike was imminent, and 

f-16’s were scrambled in the 
airspace over d.c.

only later would the 
airlines finally report all
stray planes landed. and it
would come out why all the

chosen flights were, 
curiously, cross-coastal

from the eastern seaboard 
to los angeles. the gas tanks were 

all totally fueled.

bigger explosion.

they knew--
the bastards knew.

America Under
Attack



i get quick word to my friends 
and family that i am okay.

it’s the internet age--even my 
grandparents are wired.

Subject From DC 
Date: Tue, 11 Sep 2001 11:56:18 
From: "A. David Lewis" <adl6@georgetown.edu> 

Folks, 

I just wanted to write a very quick e-mail to tell you all that I am fine. I'm sure you have
all been watching the news -- it's shocking. For certain, it's war...just as soon as we 
figure out who the enemy is. DC has gone a little crazy, with almost everything shut
down, from Metro to airlines to schools, etc. The roads are packed and the phones are
erratic. So, the best way may be to contact me by e-mail if you need to. Rima and I are
sticking together, either at her house or at mine -- thank god we moved out of Arlington,
right near the Pentagon. I hope all your friends and family in the crisis areas are 
all fine -- I'm told that most sections of NYC are relatively unaffected, so don't panic. 

Dad, I hope you get this, stuck as you may be in Alabama. 

Everybody, please know that I love you and I'm keeping safe. Check in when you 
each have the opportunity, ok? 

From DC to DMZ, 
ADL



the national financial 
center and seat of 
government. both, 

effectively, crippled.

for the first time ever, 
the faa suspended all air
traffic across america. 
the metro is halted and

train service is 
interrupted. the streets

are gridlocked with 
cars--one way going to

help, the other way 
trying to escape.

my bike is the
fastest thing
on the road.

an’ i was 
a secretary 
there for,

whoo, what?
ten years?

uh huh.
but, yeah,

i jus’ wanted
to come quick
cash a check,

but uh-uh.
no can do.

do you mean the 
atms aren’t working?

oh...
gotcha.

hey.

hey
there.

how’re
you doing?

oh, you
know...

thrown. you?

yeah.
pretty surreal.

everybody
okay?think 

so.

all the banks have
been closed. most
stores, too. so i 

wonder if this is my
last chance to get
money for a while.

i got something
else entirely--
perhaps a bit

more valuable.

we don’t say anything more,
but we look at each

other...with kindness in 
our eyes. she just gives a 

little smile and a nod. 
then leaves.

i suppose if this had been any other day, i might have
found talking with strangers awkward. or actually been
bothered and annoyed by her chatter. but not today. in

fact, today i welcome it, and even take part in it.

i think
they’re okay.

yours?

good. 
good.

yeah...stay 
safe okay?

you too.

and that was my 
conversation with a woman 
i never knew. talking about
this unnamed ordeal like 

old comrades.

no, they’re fine, but i
needed to go inside, get

it cashed today.



everybody not in their car is out on 
the street. all dismissed from work or

school, slowly walking their ways 
home. maybe they’re doing the same in

new york, trudging home through 
the avenues.

except their streets are
covered in at least two

inches of surreal, 
debris-snow.

...actually, it’s probably
not the same...

maybe that’s why i’m so surprised by my
fellow citizens. whether they’re americans

or allies, they don’t sulk or plod. 
they walk with energy. they talk with 

compassion. some even smile just 
to be alive.

in new york city, a child drags a struggling man into a
church and washes his eyes with holy water. on 

the capital steps, republicans and democrats join
together in unison to sing “god bless america.”

something horrible
has united us.

across the world, former 
enemies come out in support 
of america to condemn the 
“cowardly attack” and this 

“darkest hour of 
terrorist atrocity.”

i don’t understand how this can happen. the
pentagon attacked. the world trade center
destroyed. the world so quickly changed.
i’m a child of peacetime. with the exception

of desert storm-- a remote skirmish, 
in a televised land-- i’ve never known war.



hey. hear
from your

dad?

not yet--
i’m sure he’s fine, though.
what about your friends?

carole’s 
calling home.
nabeel is okay.
can’t reach ash 

or omar yet.

hmmp. when do 
you think they’re 
going t0 start
collecting us
“japs,” huh?

the
starbucks.

--turned the hijacked
plane into a living

cruise missle--

the comfort of that 
revelation can only

last so long...

knock-knock-
knock

heh.

i was thinking-- 
some people have called starbucks 
“the pretentiousness apocalypse.” 

a national franchise-blight, 
just popping up everywhere.

but i couldn’t 
help feeling just the 

opposite out there. seeing 
people drinking their coffee,
buying their lattes--makes me

feel almost like...
life goes on.

--freedom
will be

defended--

...what
were you
looking at
out there?



--bodies falling
from the sky-- --intended for

camp david--

--disneyland
and disneyworld

closed--

--wheelchairs 
unable to escape 

via the 
stairwells--

hey--

--they’re
closing

starbucks.

civilization comes
to a screeching

halt.

--calling from 
cell phones 

inside the debris--
--local hotels, police

are finding
suspicious packages--

--terrorist cell
both overseas

and here in america--

--unknown number of
bodies, er, people still
beneath the rubble--

--all major league
baseball games, the
american pastime--

--suspended start of
pga’s world golf 

championship--

--postone this 
weekend’s 

emmy awards--

anything about
the people on
the boston
flights? nothing yet,

carole.



the following hours are a 
blur of frightening pictures

and hazy information.

more evidence has arisen from boston, 
tying the hijackers to middle east origins--

which has rima quietly freaked. 
hate mail is already flooding many 

hapless muslim groups.

building #7 of the world trade center
also fell.  after the towers, it was

almost an afterthought.
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initial numbers have started to come in. 
over 100 dead at the pentagon. and over 

six percent of all public servants in 
new york city have been lost. president bush 

estimates casualties in the thousands.

but, there’s hope -- rima found all 
her friends. there have been no further

strikes.multi-faith prayer vigils are 
assembled on campus. the words 

“say a prayer” are written in huge, 
chalk letters on the courtyard bricks.

yeah, some hope...
but not nearly enough.

almost simultaneously, neil, danny, and i write
to each other, talking about disaster relief.
we agree to contact some friends--explore

what comics can do to help.

i exhaust my address book. 
and my mind--the best thing 

i can think to do now is sleep.

ring!

can’t imagine the
kind of dreams i’ll have...

hello?

...

ahh, god...
i’m so glad

it’s you,
dad...

but who knows? it could 
be a new world 
again tomorrow.

god willing.

“Thine alabaster cities gleam,
Undimmed by human tears.”

-America the Beautiful


